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FROM THE EDITOR 


Presenting this issue of Ex Umbra to you amidst a climax of exhila— 
rating interest and the high expectations of this magazine is a splendid 
pleasure for me and my staff. Our objectives have been on collecting 
broadly the work reflecting the moods on our campus and on being selec— 
tive enough to motivate the quest for unending improvement. To some, 
this material may appear to be what we've always sought, while to others 
there may be a sense of compromise. A conventional obligation of Ex 
Umbra is to stimulate creativity and to be effectively subjected to what 
appears or reappears often enough. In either appreciation, it is the 
position of Ex Umbra to continue mirrowing, to continue reflecting, and 
to continue providing the outlet of free expression here at NCCU. 
We certainly hope you enjoy it. : 


In the spirit of unity, I am 


Yours truly, 
Terry B. Richardson 
Edit or—In—Chief 


Africa Speaks 


Get off my back, 
Don't make me weak. 
Listen closely 

As Africa speaks. 


Be kind to me, 

Give me what I seek. 
Listen closely 

As Africa speaks. 


Don't keep me in darkness, 
For light I mist peek. 
Listen closely 

As Africa speaks. 


You took me from my homeland, 
And tried to make me meek. 
Listen closely 

As Africa speaks. 


Get out of my way, 

Cause freedom I now seek. 
Listen closely 

As Africa speaks. 


William Edward Hooker 


GOING HOME OR AFRICA TO ME 


Twenty—thousand feet over the Atlantic, embarking 
on a sojurn that would unite me with my past 


Africa 

I thought of what it would be like to be 
joined once again after our forced separation, 
over three centuries ago 


Africa 


Whose enchantments and mysteries were misconstrued 
as uncivilized 


I looked forward to seeing my people, 
resplendent in their African dress 


I looked forward to seeing my people, 
whose attire would be like the hues of the rainbow 


All of these thoughts remained just that; thoughts, 
as the jet landed and I deplaned and saw my African people 


me in a dashiki 
and them in a three piece suit. Ahmad Shabazz 


Life is but mirrors of past sorrows 
and small reflections of happiness. 


Life is but hollow thoughts 
and a strong urge to secure their passionse 


Life is the quiet birth of reality, 
then a loss of sanity with little so called vanity. 


Life is the puzzled travels of youth, 
with confused ships upon the sea « e« e 

Where captains must find their own compass 
to define which route to seek for their destinies. 


Joe A. Jenkins 


THE PAINS OF LIFE 


THE PAINS OF LIFE 

ARE ALWAYS THERE 

THE FAILING GOALS 

WE OFTEN SHARE 

THE LOVE WE'VE LOST 
OUR LONELINESS DESPAIR 
THE CRY FOR HELP 

NO ONE CARES 

THE PAINS OF LIFE 
THEY'RE ALWAYS THERE. 


WILMA ALLEN 


PLEASURE 


Pleasure is what I feel when I'm near you e e e 
when we kiss or just hold hands 


Pleasure is when we make love all night e« « e 
and in morning you're there beside me 
making me feel everything's alright 


Pleasure is the thought of you e« e e 
of us together doing all the the things 
lovers do 


This is what pleasure is to me e e e 
Pleasure is youe 


Frances Le Dancy 


Gazing 


I sit gazing at you 
dungarees, head wrap — so mundane in 
your attire yet so aesthetically complete 
I sit gazing at you 
watching you fidget as my eyes weight 
you down in their candidness 
I sit gazing at you 
efforting to tell you with my eyes the 
thoughts that trespass in the corridors of my mind 


I sit gazing at you 
bombarding you with interests and vibrations 


There is indeed a certain security I 
experience in my gazing. A security that 
could be violated if I were to speak 
and find that my interest in you 
can not be reciprocated 
I sit gazing at you 
trying to decide what course of action I should take. 


Ahmad 


TO YOU WITH LOVE 


To you I'll give my last dime 

To: you" ['E giver al? my time 

To you I'll share my everything 
To you because of what you bring 
To you I thank the stars above 


I write this note to you with love 


S&R 


"Where Is the Love?" 


At 90 degrees « « e« 

You are like an iceberg 

And I thought that - 

I was cool, but . « e 

At times I want to be warm and cuddly 
And you, with your chill, 


With no words, tell me noe 


Mistaken ball of fire, 


You are only a block of ice !! 


pat bowser 


LOVE 


Explain your purpose? 

Why do you exist? 

Is it to bring joy and happiness 
Or to cause pain and misery. 


And so much grief and fear, 

To even say, "I LOVE YOU," 

Would bring a man to tears. 

Oh yes, but love is beautiful 

Or so some people think, 

Those who have never seen the other side —— 
I mean the part that stinks! 


Marilyn Carter 


let 


let 


let 


let 


let 


let 


let 


let 


JUST FOR A LITTLE WHILE 


Just for a little while 
me hold a bit of love in my hand. 
Just for a little while 


me scatter it throughtout the land. 


Just for a little while 
me have a ray from the suns 
Just for a little while 


me spread it on everyone. 


Just for a little while 
me have a drop of raine 
Just for a little while 


us forget trouble and paine 


Just for a little while 
me take a moment of a day. 
Just for a little while 


me hear some poor child pray. 


Dianne Evans 


FOR YOU 


Sometimes I long to kiss you 

deep, long, and loving. 

Never losing the reality of the moment 
but still drifting into unknown excurtions 
of the mind and body that fill me 

with the joy of knowing I may love you 


Sometimes in a brief instant I think 

of you as a flower just beginning to bloom into 

all its radiant beauty, sweet with heavenly fragrance. 
Beautiful to the searching eye 

Yet not permanent in that beauty 


Sometimes I think I will never know what it is to love. 

Then I see you and feel in my heart and soul what love is. 

I can't speak what I feel for fear of rejection or disbelief by you. 
I want to be your lover but, 

I settle for being your friend 


Sometimes a game is all we play, 

Where all the players start out alone wanting 
achieving the ultimate goal 

Fighting to become something real 


You and I become part of the game 
Searching in different directions and then 
maybe one day stumbling upon each other 
And not realizing love when we see it. 


Sometimes I wonder if we are at all real. 

Then I long to kiss you deep, long, and forever 
Never needing a beginning 

Never wanting an end and hoping for an eternity 
Perhaps with you 


Laurence Se Lovette 


How to Give the Correct Answers and Fail the Course 
or 
How to Get Expelled from a White School 


If you are the son or daughter of black parents that are 
part of E. Franklin Frazier's "Black Bourgeoisie," I can imagine 
the problems you are having. Being the “only Negro family on the 
block" can be great for your parents but quite depressing for you 
if you have to be the "only one in my schoole" If you are aware 
of what being black is all about in a country where most of the 
institutions are white, I may be able to help youe 

Your day in school would begin with the teacher's asking the 
class to stand and sing the National Anthem. As your white class— 
mates rise to their feet and assume a rigid position of attention, 
you also assume this positione Your style, however, is reminiscent 
of that of John Carlos and Tommy Smith (winners of the 200—meter dash 
at the 1968 Mexico Olympic Games); you thrust your right fist into 
the air and bow your heade After being asked by your teacher to 
account for your "radical" behavior, you simply explain to him that 
Francis Scott Key did not have your forefathers in mind when he 
wrote the National Anthem. How could he have had them in mind when 
the next to the last line of the first stanza reads ". . e for the 
land of the freee « » ," and as everyone knows, the black man has 
never realized freedom in this lande You tell the teacher, how-— 
ever, that you would gladly stand at attention and forego the black 
power salute if he would play Kim Weston's rendition of "Lift Every 


Voice and Sing." 


As the morning progresses and the teacher asks members of the 
class to name great men in the history of America and to give 
reasons for their importance, you'll hear your friends of the other 
expression mouthing plaudits galore in tribute to the likes of 
George Washington, "father of the country" and Abraham Lincoln, 

"the great emancipatore" You, too, are aware of history's great 
mene Given your turn to participate in the discussion, you name 
Adolf Hitler reminding the class and the teacher that prior to 
World War II, the Black man in America could not get a decent factory 
jobe It was also World War II that was responsible for Executive 
Order 8802, an order prohibiting discrimination in the defense 
establishments. If my assessment of the white psyche is correct, 
your harried teacher by this time, has already formulated in his 
mind the speech to be recited to the principal regarding your 
strange and unpatriotic behavior. Expulsion is just around the 
corridor. 

I am certain that even the most liberal~minded white teacher 
will not be able to deal with more than two responses of this nature, 
not to mention the responses that will come from the parents of your 
classmates as their children relate to them instances of your 
atypical behavior. Either the educational authorities will tolerate 
you for the remainder of the year (highly unlikely) or they will 


terminate your enrollment with little delay. 


Ahmad 


METAMORPHOSIS 


do not know freedom 

was forced to a strange land 

was auctioned and sold like an animal 
was forced to work harsh and cruel jobs 
I am not free. 


do not know true liberty 

was the argument between the North and South 
was proclaimed a free man 

was worse off than before 

I am not liberated. 


do not know true independence 

was continually unrecognized as a man 

was neglected by true court justice 

was forced to fight injustice in another land 
not enjoying privileges guaranteed me at home 
I am not independent. 


do not know true freedom 

was one of the hardest hit victims of the Depression 
was forced to go again to foreign lands 

to wage war against people who had done nothing to me, 
was not received with the respect and dignity due me 
when I came back 

I am not freee 


do not know true liberty 

was denied jobs that I was qualified for 
was not given a good education and had to 
use inferior materials 

again was called to fight a people who had 
done nothing to me 

I am not liberated. 


do not know true independence 

was continually held back 

was murdered and lynched when I marched, 
protesting the injustices that were in my country 
was labelled a professional thief, a rioter — 
in general, a trouble-maker — by a media 

that did not tell all the facts 

I am not independent. 


I do not know true freedom 

I was called to fight in a war where I did 
not fight my true enemies — my oppressors 

I was shown a way to overcome — nonviolently 

I saw the men who tried to help me slain 

I am not freee 


George G Graham 


THE RAIN 


the rain 


cools life 


Untitled 


the rain We, you, me 
burns me Us 
the rain Are like the measles 
makes me Get a shot, get immuned 
a woman Watch out, take care 
want to make love for 
because the rain they, those, them 
is so cool and clean Are trying to get 
it burns me Rid of you, put you back 
inspiring me to seek Put you down 
more beautye Down 
Down 
roberta hairston 
Down 


To where you were 
Where you used to be 


Slaverye 


Martha Knight 


LONLINESS 


I have experienced loneliness 

It brings no comfort to the mind 
A time when things are lost 

and hope can never finde 


I have experienced loneliness 
I have walked the solemn road 
It was dark, dull and dreary 
my heart was tired from carrying my heavy load. 


I have experienced loneliness 
It has dawned on me once again 
No matter how hard I try to escape 


it catches up with me in the end. Diane Evans 


Full bodied conversations 
Fall from his mouth 

In tones so familiar to me 
Mellow toneSe e e sweet tones 
Pseudo tones it seems 

That hurt soothe pierce 
My soul 

Make me want to 

Make wild love to him 
Make me want to 

Make him mine 

Make me want to 

Leave this nigga alone 
Before I start believing 


q + G if . 
He's anything but JIVE Nengte! 


"Ghazal" was written orginally i 

‘ ; ; r y in Urdu, one of several 1 ri 
India. This poem is one of a collection of Mr. Dayan AS opie eG 
in India. What appears here is a literal Inglish translation. 


"Ghazal" 
My size means nothing, it has no effect « « « 
This upcoming of the smoke of my burnt heart is perhaps nothing 


If it had had no effect on anyone 
The style of my speech « e e is meaningless 


Where one is under a constant threat of lightning 
There can never be peace in the abode of that nest. 


Everything is so reflective - like a mirror 
There is nothing between us e e « He is so close to mes 


My God is omnipresent 
Even within each dust particle 


The irony is 
The dust particle is nothing in the world 


If one sees, there is everything in this world « e e 
But if one knows, there is nothing real in this world 


Ge Se Dayal 


BLACK CHILD 


Here grows a flower 
Full of subtile life swelling within its core; 
Bursting with beauty, causing smiles to flow wherever 
It chanceso 
Fresh with innocence and hope, 
A rookie in the rotten game of life. 
Great child — creator of intimate cares; 
Receiver of intimidating stares. 
Made wise by his curiosity in the world; 
Possessor of polysaturated ideas. 
An entity. 
The cause of the 


Black mane 


Cynthia Gladys Bennett 


Things I Like To Do 


I like to wake up 
From sleep 

Read newspapers, 

Go about my work 
Read a poem or two 
See a lovely creature 
Take two baths a day 
Think about home 

Play a game 

Take a drink, 

A cool drink of water 
Sleep, 

And finally sleep, 
Never, Never 


To wake up againe 


Ge Bumawu Fiawoo 


BLACK GODDESS 


Black Goddess I love you 
I love you for your beauty 
but it is your natural self 
that makes you a goddess (so worthy of worship) 
it is your short kinky hair 
it is your dark black complexion 
opposed to her whiteness 
it is your realization of your blackness 
and your rejection of the white world 
that makes you truly beautiful 
you are the guiding light through 
a snow bank of confusion 
Oh BLACK GODDESS I LOVE YOU 
I LOVE YOU 
LOVE YOU 
YOU 
John Blue 


Photo by: Fuzzy Lovette 


The Party Went On 


Tt started late that Sunday night 
Wow, was it a terrific sight 
People poured in from all around 
From big bad Sedalia town 

The Party Went On 


It was under the big oak tree 

Everyone was there, including me 
Someone hinted around to the point 

So Sheila pulled out a great big joint 
The Party Went On 


She fired it up, the good ole stuff 
And everyone began to puff 

It went around from hand to hand 

To all the people of the Sedalia clan 
The Party Went On 


As I looked around Joey started to roll 
That terrible stuff "Acapulco Gold" 

He licked the paper ooh so right 

Then said, "Have a puff, kid dynamite" 
The Party Went On 


Clyde pulled out a five gallon can 
And laid it on the line 

We all knew what he had in mind 

He passed it round for all to smoke 
He didn't want anyone to walk away 
The Party Went On 


The Smoke was rolling all around 
No one knew where he was bound 

The people began to laugh and stare 
For all they knew, the big oak 
Wasn't even there 

The Party Went On 


As I looked around, I saw Fred with a pound 

"Hey sugar daddy, what's going down?" 

He replied with the answer of a real smart kid 
"Looks like all these people have dialated eyes." 
The Party Went On 


The tree was packed with people all dazed 
But they were still passing round 

Those super bad j's 

IT happened to notes my friend Luana 
Even she was smoking that bad marijuana 
The Party Went On 


Nigga's were sitting high on branches 
Not even knowing about falling chances 
Thelma swung from limb to limb 
Looking for some cool dude named Jim 
The Party Went On 


Boddie said, this stuff is really knocking 
While the big oak tree was steady rocking 

He Said, my name is True Grady 

And I'm gonna talk some stuff to some fine lady 
The Party Went On 


A great wild roar came from all people 

Men, Faye couldn't do nothing but stare 

Joy walked up to me and said, "This stuff's sho funky." 
I said, "Right on, you Sedalia junkie." 

The Party Went On 


As I looked around I saw big fat Gwen 

There she stood with a funky grin 

She said, "I got some dope in my coat pocket 
It'll set you up like a U.S. rocket." 

The Party Went On 


Ronnie Lee walked in with a cute little bounce 
Leonard said, "That fool's got an ounce." 
’Bout that time Sharon pulled up on a bicycle 
She said, “What's happening, I got a nickel." 
The Party Went On 


Myra hollered, "My throat is on fire 

But hell is like that, so take me higher!” 

Her eyes were all small, twinkling and bright 

Dean said, "Hey baby, you must be feeling all right." 
The Party Went On 


"Bout this time the wine had come 

Not every partner could drink that rum 
‘Bout 10 minutes later here comes the beer 
Roger shouted, "Lay one right here." 

The Party Went On 


Nadine yelled out,"Am I too late? 

I also went to see that Golden Gate" 
Winky handed her a big fat dime 
Nadine just knew she was on time 

The Party Went On 


Jimmy was rapping peace and love 

While Ella was talking about the man above 
Bumps ripped out, "I haven't seen Veronica yet" 
If he had gambled he'd a lost that bet 

The Party Went On 


People were staggering and falling down 

They didn't know if they were wound or unwound 
The oak tree was just a big gray cloud 
Everyone was messed up and rapping loud 

The Party Went On 


It was 20 til five, and the tree was still alive 
Man, I wouldn't shoot you no jive 

Bobby was stretched out on Rudolph's hood 

He didn't even care cause he was feeling good 
The Party Went On 


It's eight o'clock and time to open schools 
Easter would see all of them Sedalia fools 
They fell in school blind as bats 

The Party ended for all of them Sedalia cats 


Frances Walden 


open 


42 
amen 
Bear 


saya 


a time, 
a place, 
a happening, 


inspired me to discover yous 


another time, 
another place, 
another happening, 


inspired me to care deeply for you. 


yet another time, 
another place, 
another happening, 


inspired me to love you e o e 


Juanita Gilmore 


Before The End 
Yes I know you're here, 
Though you're really not 
I can touch you 
Yet I don't feel you. 


Sometimes I think of you 
But I really don't miss you. 
Something's missing, 

Maybe it's youeee 


Terry Richardson 


eAQ OF0OUd 
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Weep Not For Death 


I weep not for death 
e »« »but for the sorrow of losing someone so dear 
I weep for the happiness 
e « ewe've shared, 
the secrets 
e © ewe've kept, 
the trying times 
e « ewe've experienced, 
and the love that prevailed between use 


I weep not for death 
e e ebut for that part of me that ceased to exist 
For we were as siamese twinSe eo e 
with an invisible attachment 
I weep for that part of me 
e e ethat corrected me 
when I was wrong, 
e e ethat made me happy 
when I was sad, 
and loved me when I knew not the 
meaning of the worde 


In Essencee e e« 
I weep not for deathe « e 
but for that part of me 


that gave me that incentive 
to live. 


Bessie Elaine Williams 


Flight of the Bold Ego 


I am Cleo, mama Susie n/Peaches 
in a complete 


~3—in—one package 


I am 
royal material/domestic material 
whitehouse material 


and street material 


I can love/make you love 
hate/make you hate 
ery/ make you cry 
kill /andyessss 
even make you kill-Kd11-Ki11-ki11 ki1111 


I am rich/poor 
young/old 
very black/very yellow 
and very 


in between 


Me- - — Me- ~ - I~ -—- — I am - - 
your mama 
your/doctor your other woman 


and your wife 


Because, hey/I am 
a lady of Blackness 


w/ stone coal eyes, soulfully coordinated 
w/a stone coal soul 


Carmyn James 


When man begins his 
waves of 
destruction, greed, 
Ore 
PRESS — ON 
why does he not 
REAL EYES 
that -in his Weke is 
the de GRADE A (N)ATION 
of children 
left — ignorant, 
and empty of all 


there is to be ———? 


Tbrahim Abdul = 


The People in the Corner 


The people in the corner are my friends. 

They smile and talk about everyone including me. 
They like to mention how much they have to everyone 
And how much they've come up in life 

Since they last saw everyone here 


They talk with New York accents, and speak words they've 
probably looked up for the evening in Websters dictionary. 

And all they smoke are those brown hundred millimeter cigarettes. 
They don't bother to dance, they just sip wine and stare across 
the room 

And listen intently to the jazz(they used to hate)being played. 
It's all part of becoming ultra intellectual 


I can't relate to being or becoming one of those people, unreal, 
uncool, mythodical. 

Although I may soon succumb to the metamorphosis of changing time. 
Will I become a clone, a perfect copy of the ultra intellect? 

Its probable but I pray not possible 

Is there something wrong with being frank, open, to the point. 
Yes! It is! They'll say it just isn't done in good taste. 


You won't fit. 


Change into another phase of phony 
Then you can adjust to another form of cheese eating. 
This time on a grander scale 


Soon you'll be someone else's you. 
But before I succumb to that 

life 

or part of it 

I want to be me. 

If I find myself in time 

Maybe then I'll come to know a better situation 
Maybe then I'il come to a place 

Where my former peers have gathered 
to converse in the corner 

And I'll say the people in the corner 
Were all my friends. 

Yesterday 

One hundred-light-years-ago. 


Laurence Lovette 


Love Is 


Love is life, liberty, and sorrow 

A hope, a wish, a dream of tomorrow 

A stark and naked pain embanked in your heart 
Piercing, wonderful, and tearing you apart 

An itching, a yearning, a longing to be 
Forever present, gnawing, growing 

You're unable to flee 

You hide, you wish, you try to forget 

But love's on your trail there is no outlet 
When, where, how, and why 

Did it come in a great or small supply 
Suddenly, quickly, almost unaware 

With pain or happiness you can't seem to bear 
But love is life, liberty, and fate 

What it gives you must take. 


Martha Knight 


You walk through the clouds 
with a circus mind that's 
running wild. 


Butterflies and Zebras, 
end Moonbeams and fairy tales. 


Sometimes that's all you ever 
think about, riding with the wind. 


When I am sad I hope you 
come to me with a thousand 
smiles, you give to me free! 

It's alright, you say it’s alright. 
Take anything you want from me. 


Starling 


they told me 
that black was evil 
so they gave me christianity 


that i was uncivilized 
so they chained me 


they told me 
that i was an animal 
so they enslaved me 


that i was chattel 
so they sold me 


even 
that i should be happy 
in slavery 


they told me 
that the civil war was fought for me 
so they unchained me 


though 
separate but equal 
things must always be 


but then 
they couldn't be equal 


even 
that i deserved to have 
total equality 


they told me 
that more civil rights legislation 
would set me free 


and even that the war on poverty 
was for me 


they warned me 
that riots and black power 
were no good for me 


but that anda eurely, 

law and order i shouldn't want 

would finally show me ; my own society 

they told me wait then 

that i should be happy a little more time ' 

look at all they've done for me believe me a 
and even ust a little more time 

that i was making progress ees me 


and would soon be accepted into society 


and that by 
i shouldn't want to control 


my own destiny philip n henry 


MOOD — MAN CRAZY 


I like men with mustaches and hairy chests and eyes 
that make you look away when they stare and smiles that 
are for real smiles and hands that are strong and big and 
hearts full of love and souls that are full of blood and 
feet big and supportive and toes that can be played with 
and bodies that are inclined to be ticklish and minds 
which are open and like to wonder and bodies long and 
powerfull and lean and mean and as bad as they got to be 
inside and tummy's sunk in with belly buttons looking 
nice and arms to help me carry stuff and laughter to help 
me forget stuff and hands to make me feel pretty and want— 
ed and needed and skin, wall to wall skin, Black skin. 


And that's all we women need; our mene 


roberta hairston 


brothers are for reale « « 
under the sheets 

cause there they don't pretend 

they just moan and groan 
it’s there that you feel together 

a bitter sweet pain 
there you move together 

in anger and passion 
cause there you speak the same talk 
a screaming whisper 


you always know he's for reale « e 
under the sheets 


djmonroe 


ROE Se ik Se A ec, Ses 


+ Fuzzy Lovette 


Photo by 


I Don't Minde « »« So Much 


Your lips were soft 

Caress firm — body warm 

And I wanted you 

As you sent a pulsating warmth 

Racing through my every limb 

I wanted you to make love to me 

Wanted you to make me feel like 

I was your lady for just a little while 
Make me feel I was all that mattered 
"Cause that's the way I felt about you 
You were all I wanted 

And I wanted you all to myself 


So you made love to me 


And with a forcefull gentleness 


ae 
That was all your own Photo by: Fuzzy Lovette 


I felt you inside me 
So warm and oh so good 
Heard your moans and mine 


Blend and reblend di just right 
Cael eet sR he eae Your lips are still soft 


And for just a few brief moments love 
: es ohh Your caress firm — body warm 


Felt what I had wanted to feel 5 
And I don't mind so much 


Needed to feel for so long , q 
Being your lady 

Felt like your lady : 
For just a little while. 

Like I was all that mattered 


For just a little while ! 
Mona Be 
But then it was over 


And so was my fantasy, 


Remember Today, Forget Tomorrow 


What can I do today to make up for what I didn't do yesterday in order 


to make things better for tomorrow, that is, if everything of yesterday cannot 


be changed today or tomorrowe “I know where I should have been had I done what 


I didn't do, but because of pain I'm ashamed, for I am to blamee I know what 


I can do but I need the help of you and you need the help of me who could not 


make it yesterday for fear of what might happen today but for a reason even 


more frightening, for what's in store for tomorrowWe 


I'm sorrye 


Monica R. Hillis 


REFLECT IONS 


The stray bird 
and the 

stray bird's 

image 

meet in the pool 
at duske « e 

Where 

there is 

sky above 

and sky 

pelowWe e e 

and no song breaks 
the silence 

of the nighte ooo e @ 


I am as bird 
without 
a song 
Silent 
and troublede 
I have seen 
an image 
in 
a darkened 
mirror 
the image is 


My own! 


Ednah Blalock 


So what can I say bute eo e 


I wanna lie naked with you 

In front of a warm fire 

Wanna hold you close 

And whisper in your ear 

All the good good things I feel 
Things I wish you felt too 
Wanna love you and tell you 

I love youe « « I love you 
Wanna but can't my love 

"Cause you aren't here 

Maybe tomorrow 

Maybe I'll see you then 

But I still won't 

Whisper in your ear 

All those sweet things 

I wish you felt too 

"Cause no one likes being in love 


All alone. 


Mona Be 


TIME 


time 
sometimes finds me 


hungry 
finds me 


empty 
finds me 


ready 

warm 

open 
for you to fill me 
body and soul. 


Photo by: Ray Jenkins 


roberta hairston 


Mandingo Man 


Across the Sahara and the burning sand 
Struck down by lightning, came the Mandingo Man. 
In the jungles of Nigeria, swinging from tree to tree, 
The Mandingo Man sets all brothers and sisters free. 
A bone in the nose and a ring in the ear 
Even the mighty tiger from the Mandingo does fear. 
No one looks upon or even comes near the Mandingo Man 
Ruler and bearer of the Swahili land. 
Hands Off! Do not touch! When he passes be still. 
The virginity of the women he is apt to kill. 
Down in the jungle deep sound of the drum beat 
Stamps out the whities with the bareness of his feet. 
Venter and mightier o'er the years he has grown 
Now master of the Mandingo throne. 
A roar like the lion sounds across the land 
And every creature "do" fear the Mandingo Man. 
A giant of his people over seven feet tall 
The brother of black men rules over all. 
The blackness of his body and the deepness of his eyes 
Are like the thunder clouds as they roll in the skies. 
His tight clenched fists, as he raises them in the air, 
Represent the unity of his people everywheree 
Reality is the word, together as we stand 
Ruled by the power, beauty, and the blackness of the 
Mandingo Mane 

Fred C. Burns 


Playing with it 


When 

will you stop playing 

with my feelings 

and yours too 

when will we get our loving, 
loving that's long overdue 


when you gonna say you 


love mee 
e 


lets be for real now 
Cause I love you 


tO00e 


roberta hairston 


THE PAINS OF LIFE 


THE PAINS OF LIFE 

ARE ALWAYS THERE 

THE FAILING GOALS 

WE OFTEN SHARE 

THE LOVE WE'VE LOST 
OUR LONELINESS DESPAIR 
THE CRY FOR HELP 

NO ONE CARES 

THE PAINS OF LIFE 


THEY'RE ALWAYS THERE. 


WILMA ALLEN 


I LOVE YOU 


I love the way you look at me 


the way you hold me 


the way you are 


the way you touch my skin 


I love the way your proud eyes watch my every move! 


Vera V. Edwards 


Photo bys Fuzzy Lovette 


ON AN INSTRUCTOR I KNEW 


It's raining outside 
While I sit here 
Thinking about the man in my life 
And you're boring me « e e 


What was that dude's name I met last Spring 
And what new love will tomorrow bring 
Is tomorrow gonna get here anyway 
Maybe not 
Then I won't have to be bored again e« e e 


Graduation in May 
Graduate school—a maybe 
Life even a bigger maybe 
And only one thing's for sure now 
I'm bored with you « o e 


So my thoughts dance from one stage to another 
While I waste time e e e 
Listening—To You 
Being bored — With You. 


Mona B. 


FRESHMEN 


And so you come with 
smiling faces, and cute appearances 


Fancy Jeans hug your hips 
and the ruby red stick lights up 
your lips 


Lovely hair of fros and of fashion fair, 
with the luster of new—life everywhere 


Whisper of Love fill the air, eyes dance 
as the maids and lads fare 


Intense are the moments, all rare, 
as the first are lamented to began the affair 


So youthful without care or despair, 
but the lesson learned here, will make you ever aware 


Lured by the first fall's magic of college life, 
your eyes sparkle and gleam but can see no site 


In so by the turn of this new life, 
you will have found love is beautiful when right, 


Yet whether right or wrong its lyrics are of a 
frightening song 


Joe A. Jenkins 


Stevie 


Stevie 
Aren't we all too shy to say 
The words that will bond us together, 
The words that will re-evaluate hatred 
and apply all our energy to a constructive source. 


Aren't we all to shy to say 
The words that will bring our people together— 
The words that will show "the man" 

that we are no longer being fooled 

by his discreet manipulation to 

divide us. 


Aren't we all to shy to say 
The words as men and women 
To make those captured moments 
of ecstasy more and more meaningful 
And then they could truly be called 
"making love" 


Stevie, I wonder . e . 
Aren't we all too shy to say 
The few words that we can 

easily tell ourselves but 

Refuse to say to others. 

Are we so captivated by the lust, 
the greed and the "me," 
That we cannot share e e e 
That we cannot give eo e e« 

Stevie, I Love You! 


E'Vonne Coleman 


ALL I ASK FOR 


All I ask for is one moment 
A spoonful of dirt 
A seed 
And a hand full of water 
To plant the tree. . . 
Of 
Peace and Love 
Throughout the world 


Hattie L. Taylor 


UNTITLED #1 


Enpty bottles . . » like the minds of people 
Who never wonder about things 
Are never used until thought 


Is poured into them. 


UNTITLED #2 


I trembled of fear 
as you slowly revealed your bronze body 
to me 
PERFECT. 
I shook with anticipation while watching 
you walk toward me revealing your virility. 
I cried with joy from the touch of your fiery 
hands searing my skin. 
Our love juices mingled as we became one 
BLACK-—ON—BLACK, 
and my body moved divinely with yours; 
like a symphony: 
Gradually we increased our speed 
building toward a climax. 
Crescendoing at the same time until 
little by little 
we serenely crept into our finale. 


UNTITLED #3 


Nikki Giovanni, 
proudly wearing her afro, 
Dashiki and beads. 
Portraying Black Power in her 
poetry and wayse 
Head—Held high in membrance 
of her ancestry 
Fgo tripping off the beauty 
and joy of being Black. 
Rapping about Black Love, Black Beauty 
and Black Wealth: making me proud. 
(Estatically Chanting) 
Revolution,! Revolution! 
(making those whites and negroes in the audience made ) 
But Nikki with her soulful 
Rap has got it all together. 
Digging her words of 
Encouragement , 
I'm going home to clean my 
Gun 


Donna Leak 


The Game 


Me, You, People Daydreams 


All play the game 
, AC AN ts My mind wonders 

Of living, getting over, winning 

at times 
And losing and being got over on 

about you 
But me, you, and people 

how it would be 
Must go on, must be strong 

alone with you 
Must fight if we are to live on, 

my skin dancing 
Continue to play the game, 

beneath 
For it_is 

the warmth 
Me, you, and people. 

of your prodding body 


Martha Knight talking to you in love talk 
sighs, moans and oohs 
my mind wanders 
gets lost 
within you 
ever ee how would it be 
to feel your mouth cover mine 


Sometimes 


I feel like hiding and feel your innerself 


I feel like floating TPE NC ree) [Baile UNG, 
Sometimes all over my outer being 
I get the feeling to hear drums, to see visions 
of feeling heavy 
of feeling weary in front of my eyes 


of feeling lonely. 


Ome S Ue 6) « to experience 


I to feel you inside of me 
Some of everything 


To dissolve you just don't know 
Into a world 
Of chocolate syrups how i daydream. 


And lemon meringues 
Only to forget 


What's reale 
roberta hairston 


roberta hariston 


OUT OF SELF (DREAMS) 


Have you ever travelled out of yourself to a distant distination that was 
foreign to your imagination? 


I Havee 


I travelled as far as some parts of Europe, Australia, Africa, and South 
Americas In these countries I have feasted on every meal, danced to many 
music, and cultured on many arts unthinkable to uncultured men. Morever, these 
countries provided me with a sense of pride; that I'm proud to be Black and 
respected by others. 


IT hope one day to travel to my hometown (High Point, N. C.) so that I 
can say hello to them (family) before I depart to another distant journey. 


Charles Bostic 


FEELINGS 


The sun is shining ever so bright, 

Oh, that's just one of your smiles for me. 
The sky is so clear and beautiful, 

Oh, that's just your eyes staring at me. 
I hear music everywhere, 

Oh, that's just you speaking to me. 
There's a flutter in my heart, am I dying, 

Oh, that's just your nearness to mee 
There's a warm cloud eveloping me, 

Oh, that’s just your arms around mee 
There's a sweet taste of honey in my mouth, 

Oh, that's just you kissing me. 


There's a smile on my lips, laughter in my eyes, music 
in my ears, warmth in my soul heavenly visions 
in my mind and merriment in my heart, 

Oh yeah that's just my love for you in self expressionse 


Kumasii Abdul Regande 


YOU 
No man is omnipotent, 
I tell you time and time agains 


No man is onmipotent, 
You try but you can't win. 


No man is onmipotent, 
You show yourself and you are heard. 


No man is omnipotent, 
Check it out — my every word. 


No man is omnipotent, 
And NORMALLY this is true. 


No man is omnipotent, 
sieve SUL YOU! 


Karla Ballard 


I went walking, 
The earth became my seat, 


The grass, my cushion, 


The trees and sky-my motion picture, 
The wind—a velvet touch against my skin, 


The sun—that great light in the ceiling; 


All of this and more- — — 


Thoughts enough to keep me high e « e 


Then came a feeling of paranoia, 


And there it was,a human face. 


pat bowser 


YOU SMILE 


Your heart is like ice, 
You consider nothing, 
Think of yourself, 

And YOU SMILE. 


You get over, 

Put others down, 

Thinking only of yourself, 
And YOU SMILE. 


Prepare yourself, 
For tears are made to be shed, 
And smiles can be broken, 
And if by chance you can 
THEN SMILE. 


Karla Lynn Ballard 


"Reminiscing" 


I remember running, laughing, playing, 
Building houses in the sand, 
Falling down and skinning my knee, 
Riding on that big Merry-go-round, 
Playing one fun game after another, 
Wondering what it would be like 

when I got big, 
But now in that Big Mirror 
I see reflected, a human form 


of adult proportions. 


pat bowser 


Remember Today, Forget Tomorrow 


What can I do today to make up for what 
I didn't do yesterday in order to make 
things better for tomorrow, that is, if 
everything of yesterday cannot be changed 
today or tomorrowe I know where I 
could have been had I done what I 
didn't do, but because of pain, now I'm 
ashamed.e For I am to blame. I know 
what I can do, but I need the help 
of you, and you need the help from mee 
Who could not make it yesterday for 
fear of what might happen today, but 
for a reason even more frightening 
for what's in store for tomorrowe 
And what can I say bute » « I'm sorrye 


Monica R. Ellis 


